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For Value Received 


Another Story in All-Star Series of 
Fiction by America’s Leading Authors 


By Edith Barnard Delano 


fun. or in the window with ■ Bible 
on his knees: Miriam serene in the 
kitchen, humming, tramping from 
store to table: Anita — idle, thinking. 
The cow lowing for her calf: Miriam 
carrying a brimming pail of milk 
across the grass to the house next 
door, the girl there who went In when 
she saw her coming with the gift; 
Anita — remembering Michael, his ob- 
llriousness, thinking, thinking. Blue 
birds nesting: Miriam running to a 
child who bad stumbled In the road, 
wiping the tears from Its face: Anita 
— thinking, of the children Michael 
had wanted. 


They walked on through a shad- 
owy place, came out into the starlight 
again. “Tou are eo strong." whispered 
Anita. 

"Because I came back here to look 
after them ail? I'd have had to pay. 
anyway. It's life that's strong. You 
don't get away from life. Ufa makes 
you oay. even when you think you're 
dodging payment. Honest— life la It 
gives, but It makes you pay for value 
received. One way or another." 

They were passing the house next 
door, where the surly girl and the 
cruel lad lived. "One thing you es- 
caped." Anita said. “You must be 
thankful that you had no children." 


AN INTIMATE PORTRAIT OF 
EDITH BARNARD DELANO 


T' T is difficult to know quite where to begin in writing of Edith 
| Barnard Delano. She has done and is doing so many things. 

She began writing when she was little more than a girl, and 
.sold immediately her first ten stories. She adds, "and then the good 
1 old grind. Meanest job there is — writing— but 1 would not take any 
t other.” 

More stories sold, a great many more, to all the magazines, and 

• then she wrote for the screen. Like the majority of those who 
. have made big successes, the start wa« an accident. Some years ago 
? she wrote a book called "Rags." which Mary Pickiord saw before 

• it was published, and Mrs. Delano was asked to make it into a play. 
From there she went right on making moving- pictures. Another 

j for Mary Pickford. then for Marguerite Clark. Hazel Dawn. Marie 
- Doro, Mae Marsh. Mary Boland and others. Mrs. Delano has taken 
■ a large part in the entertainment oi the American people. 

But Mrs. Delano is an artist, and the call to return to the 
“legitimate" writing of fiction was too great. She abandoned the 
motion picture field, except vicariously, for her place as a novelist. 

She was the first author to whom 1 talked of the. All-Star Pro- 
gram of American Fiction. Her grasp of the idea was instantaneous. 
Though one of the biggest magazines in the country is monopolizing 
her work, she agreed to join. 

"For Value Received" is short in length, hut large in scope. One 
to whom it was read in manuscript remarked: "Every wife should 
run away just once.” The story follows. 

. MARY STEWART CUTTING. JR. 


and ahe had not. Tba 
clod of a youth next door, and tha 
atone -he threw at Miriam, and lb« 
way ahe emlied when she put hot 
water on the cut: Anita — thinking, 
thinking, of the wounds of the spirit 
that ahe had kept to heraelf and re- 
sented. thinking, thinking. 


^jIRIAM stood still, looked at her. 
* 'll would give all the real of m> 
life.” ahe said, "if I might have put a 
child of mine Into the arme of the 
man I loved. 1 would go Into any 
bondage If I might only serve a liv- 
ing child of my own, and it would be 
freedom, bleesed freedom." 

Anita shuddered. “Ah. you're not 
like eny other woman! No one el»<- 
would say that, honestly! Children 
are care and anxiely and mostly sor- 
row — do you think anybody deliber- 
ately chooses that, today?" 

“1 know they do! It’s a small price 
to pay for the Joy of it. child.” 

“Never! lfa not worth it! I don't 
believe any one honestly thinks it ia!" 

Miriam walked on. “Come with me 
tomorrow," she said. “I think pei - 
hups you'll understand better then" 

So. in the morning, they walked tho 
road together again: this time Miriam 
had a great ebea* of blossoms In her 
arms. They came lo a quiet place on 
a hill, and there they met the man 
of tha night before. There waa a 
small box . at his feet, carefully 
wrapped, and in his hand a spade. H- 
begat, to dig, and aa the yellow earth 
became a mound Anita drew- back 
■hndderlng. 

“One waa a boy and one was a girl 
the man nald. 'Twins. The other- 
la all girls." 

“Ton," nald Miriam, softly. Two !<• 
love. Two lo remember." 

"We'll do that.*' said the man. "Boil, 
of ua will do that.” 

Anita's hand want to her throai 
They waited until the muund was 
higher, until the man stood walai- 
deep In the earth. 

"I guess it's enough." he said, look- 
ing up nt Miriam. They're no little 

8b« gave him the bougha of bloom 
“Make them a soft bed," she told 
him. Hh took them — bloasoma ihai 
would anver be fruit — and lined the 
grave with them. Anita watched his 
mired Angers touching their pink anil 
wblieneas. caresalng them, layinn 
them so that no sterna protrude. 
Then be clambered out. and knelt 
beside The box on the ground. 

"Would you want to see it?" fl- 
ashed. 


far that remained the fullness of ex- 
planation betwrrn them. Anita waa 
thinking of it today, bacauae of the 
letter she had brought from the vil- 
lage — the letter postmarked 


O N the way back from the 
post office Anita Prescott 
slopped at the turn of the 
road and looked down at 
Miriam's house. Just so had she Aral 
aeen li on ihai day four years before 
.when ehe ami Michael were on their 
honeymoon wandfling. Yet it was 
not that moment of companioned 
ecstasy that had brought her back, 
hut the remembered peace of It. 
Peace — that was what she had 
wanted. When ahe determined to ea- 
cape from all that was not peace, all 
(hat waa disillusion, a sudden vision 
had come lo her of the little while 
house under the elm. the red roof and 
■ he amoke wavering up from Us 
chimney, and the strong, smiling 
woman who had given them milk to 
drink. Peace— a refuge during the 
long year that she must wait for 
freedom: peace that she must have, 
and that, she told herself, she should 
And hare. Determination, vision. 
Aight. than a visit to a lawyer who 
“took” cases like hers — aa If thara 
could be any other like hers!— and. 
Anally, speech with Miriam at tha 
door of the whlta house. 

"You don't want to board here.” 
Miriam bad told her. “I have a room, 
yea. and I'd Just love lo have you. but 
thla Isn't the place for you. Tou 
don't know anything about me." 

"Aa much aa you know about mi." 
The other shook her bead. 

"I guess It's dlfTersnt.” said aha. 
“Folks around here don't have any- 
thing to do with me. You'd be lonely." 

"1 want a place where I can be 
alone." 

The woman gave her a steady look. 
Then she said, calmly, aa though of- 
fering an explanation that did no! 
touch herself at all. 

"My name's Miriam. Around hare 
they seem to think It ought to be — 
Hagar." 

Anita gushed a little under the 
baldness nt It. but she said: 

■•Well, there's a wilderness for mosi 
of ua, I am in Aight. too." 

•Coma In." Miriam had said, and so 


Cleve- 

and and forwarded by the man who 
look cases like hers. 

“You will remember that you were 
warned." her mother had written. 
"Your hiding yourself away now in 
noltafng more than a pose. It doesn't 
help things. You can get your divorce 
here as well as wherever you are. 
and you will come home at once, 
where you belong. The sooner It le 
all over, and we can forget the un- 
fortunate affair — — ” 


Ilka an Incenee. . A world drowsing, 
yet stirring to reaurrectlon- • • • 

Michael • • • at work. of. course 
• • • later, the opening or s door 

and the nlght'e air coming In. his 
step on the etAire and the way— the 
way — ah! No — no! 

Miriam's skirt waa brushing Anita's 
•What s night!" ahe aaJd. 
a basket In her hand, 
want to walk down the 
I have an errand. A man 


gleaming where the setting eun 
touched them, purpled shadowe under 
Hie hill, apple-blow In her hair, bluets 
and violets under her feet — a world 
pulsing to new life, (his quietude, 
this peace. Peace hut for her 


shoulder. 

There wee 
"Don't you 
road 

who does work for me sometimes la 
In trouble." 

They wenl side by tide through 
the song and the Incense end the 
starlight. Miriam intent upon her er- 
rand. Anita, remembering, thinking. 
They went through the village and 
those they met passed them by at 
though they were shadows: they 
came to a house on a hillside beyond, 
a low. poor house, where a lamp 
shone from within. A man came to 
the door: hla cyan In hi* unshaven 
face looked aa though some Are of 
pain had burned In them and died, 
leaving them scorched. He looked at 
Miriam. 

"I can't oome (o work in the morn- 
ing." he eald. 

"I know.” ahe ' told him. “I'll be 
there with you tomorrow. Here's 
something I've brought for her to eat. 
You must take some. too. you'll need 
your strength." 

"She ain't et anything yet." the 
mao said. "She's awful sick— 


wasn't their sort. He waa poor. 
Worse, he was visionary, with thoae 
talked-of inventions of hla. Did aha 
suppose ahe could be happy as a poor 
man's wife, even though ahe did have 
a wee bit of money of her own? And 
look at the way Ina lips set. and that 
hard look that came into hla eyes 
when he faced their perfectly natural 
opposition to the marriage! 8he had 
always been headstrong. always 
wanted bar own way. Did ahe think 
ahe could get on with a nan like 
that? Oh. It wa» unthinkable — eo the 
family had warned her. And their 


Michael. That, for the dally growing 
loneliness, the feeling of being cut 
off from her own world: for the slow- 
ly creeping reserves between them 
that had been swept away, at lessen- 
ing interval*, by the re-blossoming 
of their love: that— for quarrels and 
kisses, for bitter words and repent- 
ant cheek to cheek, for the hours that 
he was away from her and hit In- 
creasing abaorbtlon in his work and 
her unreasonable Jealously of it: for 
(ha crowning momenta of their re- 


warnlngs had but added to her feel- 
ing of release, her Joyous sense of 
conquest when she had gone to her 
man. 

Four years ago— and now It waa 
all over! Her mother had no better 
word for it than to call il an un- 
fortunate affair, that ' marriage and 
tba divorce she was wailing for. No 
better word for those four brimming 
ysars or life. Only that, for the Arst 
glad conAdence of having found her 
male, for tha happy making of tha 
litlle home, for her pride In her 


Joanna I of Naples, Who Made Vesuvius Put on Blind Bridles 


homeward way the man overtook 
them. "I wanted lo ask you — would 
II be showing respect If I did It tor 
them myself? The sexton charges 
15. and — but I woudn't want lo do 
anything that didn't ihow respect " 

Miriam touched hla arm. "It would 
be the most beautiful thing you 
could do." eha said. "You'd always 
have It to remember— that you had 
done something for them." 

Aa they neared Miriam's house ahe 
said, softly. "It Is such a very beauti- 
ful world." 

"Beautiful!" All or Anita's bitter- 
nass. all tha dregs of her accumu- 
lated thinking lay in the word. 

"Yea. It is. Struggle le not beauti- 
ful. nor shirking, hut Just living la” 


spent twelve years a prisoner In an Iron 
cage, so he. too waa soon moving to slow 
music, covered with Sowers he couldn't 
smell. 

Three good husband* deserve 
another." remarked Joanna, whan Olho 
or Brunswick had sung the Neapolitan 
serenade In German. four nights run- 
ning. beneath her castle walla 

Joanna was nearing Afty-Bve. She had 
no children surviving, ao she adopted 
Charles of Duraxxo. Jr., nephew of the 
Arst Charles, and husband of her sister 
Maria's daughter, for her heir. Another 
social error Charles was like hla uncle. 
He got tired of waiting for Joanna to 
die. ao he raised an army and captured 
her. so that the King of Hungary' could 
condemn her to death to avenge hie 
brother Andrew. 

They told Joanna Ihe news, and she 
aeked absent-mindedly : 

"Andrew? Which wee he? Oh. yes. 
Hungry Andy ! Well go on and shoot — 
I'm too old to marry again, ao what's 
the user 1 

Mount Vesuvius let oul a mighty roar, 
and emitted such . a puff of amoke that 
the people of Naples were terrified. 

"Gee. I had a good nap." the old vol- 
cano alxsled. "but I've got to get back 
on the Job now !" 


Another story of the 
"Vivid Vamps of His- 
tory,” hv Anne Jor- 
dan. 


-Well, at last." puffed me groueny 
old volcano. "I'm going to retire from 
all thla unpleasani notoriety. That 
girl I* slated to raise ao much dust 
that ffiy amoke will attract no more 
attention than a puny little bonfire. I 
shall aleep forgotten for at least one 
mortal lifetime." 

Joanna was Ihe granddaughter or 
Robert. King of Naples and Jerusa- 
lem. The old man was so worried 
about the census enumeration In hi* 
two favorite cities that he neglected 
Joanna's early training. Hence, at 
the age of thirteen. Joanna had learn- 
ed to wink her left eye. and she 
tried this diverting pastime on Rob- 
ert of Cabano. 

Robert of Cabano was a rough neck. 
His father had been none other than 
the royal spaghetti baker and chief 
bottle washer to Joannas grandpa 
king and hla mother wae governess 
to Joanna and her younger stater 

M Rumira of the affair reached the 
monarchical ear of Robert. He drop- 


tcyHERE wae death back there. 

•* wasn't there? Pain first, and 
death, and sorrow. Ia that beauti- 
ful? And your days — the way you 
have to work, the way people — that 
atone • • • How can you call it 

beautiful?" 

“I know." said Miriam. "I used to 
feel that way. too. I hadn't weighed 
things. I used to think more about 


weary relaxation of him. all Im- 
pressed her ae never before with the 
pitiable helplessness of the male, his 
unconscious dependence on woman- 
made comfort. 

"Michael. Michael “ Oh. on her 

knees — just to touch him. 


VNA. WHEN OTHO OF BRUNSWICK HAD Il'lG THE NBOPOUITAN SERENADE 
RUNNING BENEATH HER WINDOW. 


THREE liCOD HUSBANDS DESERVE ANOTHER. 1 


sister Maria kidnaped and married | Joanna's 
her. in aplte of the fact that she was | was gre* 
engaged to marry I -out*, ihe King of j starter. 
Hungary, as soon as st\e was old 
enough to marry with the Pope's con- 
sent. That placed Charles next In 
and [order for the throne, should anything 
happen to Joanna sad Andrew. And 
he hoped dally for an accident. 

Joanna had switched her affections 
without advertising It. Thera waa a 
lad named Bertrand or Artois, who 
told Joanna he knew exactly how it 
waa — nobody understood her but him. 

Andrew saw It cropping, out on the 
queenly surface. He received word 
from the Pope that he might rule If 
he felt like It. 

"I never felt more like It In my 
life," Andy wrote In hie dairy. He 
called for hla memorandum book, and 
made out a list of macaroni magnates 
that he meant to knock off. ' His pet 
crime doctors operated on on*e of 


swore by all that was Roman and 
holy he would never allow nis mad- 
cap granddaughter to introduc* 
democratic customs In hla kingdom. 
The old king waa getting gouty, 
realised that he waa tapping 
death's door, so he married Joanna 
post haste to her cousin. Andrew of 
Hungary, who had been brought to 
Naples when quite a little peat to 


VV when the people of Naples 
heard that Andy had prepared a 
Hat. they began to get 


Animal Speed. 

rpHE "speed of a gaxelle." "faei a* 
A a hone." "fleet a* a drer." "slow 
as an ox." are all familiar term*, but 
few penona know Just how fast or 
Deal or alow these creatures are. 
The following statistics may throw 
light on the subject. 

A riding horse covers forty Inches 
In a aecocd while walking, while at 
a Jog trot It cover# eleven feet in 
a second. The two-mllea-a-mlnut# 
horse coven forty-four feet in a 


slaughter „» *— ~™ — —=• — i u|(( j aI an argument in iavor ot to, 

nervous Kspecielly Bertran^ of hanfad view that they must be “proteetlvi 

Artois. He had intended to be merely ‘ * markings." ImUfiflng eyes beeausi 

a harmles*. fashionable affinity. He ' birds atrlke at the eyes of their vie 

,old Joann, he didn't mind dying. yHE people of Naples, terrified at ^^VmriaV.^ Am^^ 
but if Andy killed off all her friends. the epidemic of murders, eent word the moet striking example* ol 

she would be st Andy's mercy, and It to Joanna to please come back. She waa aye-spots ara foand on the under sur- 

waa up to them to get Andy first. having a nice time at Avignon, flirting f«*e ° r ,h * w,n **' 

Andrew. already panicky over the with James of Aragon while her hue- 
first killing, proposed a week end band talked to the Pope. But ahe gold 
hunting trip for the court. It wae the town of Avignon at a fair profit, 
a grave error on Andy's part. Aa they raised an expeditionary fores, and rs- 
hove in eight of the monastery at turned to Italy. There was a battle, and 
Averse. Bertrand rode doss to Joanna aha dnfeated tha Hungarian king, 
and whlaperad In her ear: Louie of Taranto didn't live long. And 

"Yon monkery la Just the spot. We neither did Joanna llva long without 

can fling him from 'the high windows, another husband James of, Aragon fd- 

,nd faith, 'twill take blotting paper lowed to Naples as. soon at ha received 
to gather hla remains." »" .to htr husband'd funeral. 

That night after the supper party, and they were igarried. 


thing there la: 1 guess everybody the hurt made her glad. 'Mia. wnai 
pays for It one way or another. We are you talking about? Pay?" 
had always loved each other: I threw "Pay— yea! I've found out. Michael 
him over: and after mother died and — I've thought, oh thought! I »a* 
I came back here to teach the school wrong. I wanted happiness, and I 
and look after father he waa mar- wasn't willing to pay for IL I 
rlad to some one else. They lived thqught you could have, without pay- 
next door. Tex. thoae are hla children, ing. I know better now. You have 
He always worked hard, but he never to pay for everything. Life make* 
l rum of the wonderful variable alar got on. Hla wife — ahe wasn't easy to you do that, whether you want to nr 
Mira, or Oralcron Cell, with that of | lT e with: at last they had to take her not. But It's worth it, Michael, it'a 
titanium oxide. It le found that the to the asylum — hopeless. Her mother worth IL" , 

two spectra are. for the greater part, came to look after the children. Then Hie face eloee to here, hie eye* 
identical. Especially the curious — he got tuberouloals. There on the smouldered, with a gleam ot fire in 
bands seen In the spectrum of Mira porch, night and day; not a chance them deep. "Worth It!" 
are shown to be dim to Utantum oxide. f or h lm here, but in the west— ao we "Ah yea! You and me. together' 
Jf^the ^presence of* vanadium In the wenL He lived eight years And I That's the great thing. Nothing else 
same star. The lines of titanium lived them. Now I’m paying, that's counts Ufa — I want all of It, good 
and vanadium have likewise been die- aU It was worth IL" - days and had; all our Joy and even— 

covered In the nght^of oh. , hoaa thoughts that sobbed and even Borrow. And children— I want 

the£ tfe eun epote and the star Mira sang; those thoughts that stung and children, and work, and— and want- 
ara evidently very closely connected throbbed and flamed! "Worth It! lag and hoping— oh, I want you! Tou. 
in physical condition. Then what ^ ^ gigarent, Mlohael. I'm willing to pay whatever 

• somehow greater " I musL" 

Mystery of Sleep. "It was Just what other women Now It wae his arms that hurt, and 

... . . , have. Good and bad. Tha better and hla heart on here that made the elng- 

jT le Irapomibl# to give any pr lh# wor „. Marriage la Ilka that. Ing. “Oh. my darling! Life can't be 
1 explanation of tho phenomenon of Ne|th . r ef waa aB u|( , Y ou lon . enough to pay for all that! I 
•leap. Tet many theorise have helm -#> . t live wlth aBy man ,i*ht yaar, need you eo." 

advanced. Legendre has Shown oy ^ honay Hla wife died soon, and Oh. spring and blossoming sum- 
falrly eotjjJaiilYO anram**** w . r « married before the law; but mer, and the fall of leave*." Oh. life 

to Intoxication bjr carbonic add. nor sometimes I remembered what I'd sad Ite song and Its battles! Oh. the 
to »be presence of nareotlo substances d , n and something In me shrank dear weight of hla head on her breast. 
?” away from myself; sometime# he waa her hand on hla hair! Oh. 'prom lea— 

lonely, fretful. Impatient.. We eald fulfillment! , . 

things: wa wanted things. But we “Tea. dear— yea!. I'm hare with 
had aach other. Ws. belonged. Tea, ywe." 

It waa worth IL" (Cegortgkt. MB. AH rights nearest.) 


x*APLE8. however, was no cure tor 
‘ * Andy's disposition. He was pig- 
headed and mean, end wneltber Jo- 
anna nor the Neapolitan Ice cream 
set liked him. They referred to him 
ae "Hungry Andy” and overlooked 
him completely when the old king 
passed away and win formally Pat- 
ted In the face with a shovel. They 
nd Joint city 


made Joanna queen 
commissioner of Naples and Jerusa- 
lem. and Andy was peeved. H< 


fifty and given him Jerusalem to boee. TN describing tha Cambria coal field 
He ripped and snorted, but he couldn't of Wyoming, an expert mentions 
do a thing but write to the Pope and the Interesting fact that gold and 
ask for equal suffrage with hie wife. silver are present In small quantities 
Joanna had another cousin. Charles In the coal. From the occurrence ot 
of Durasso. which, translated from Iron pyrlte. which la distributed 
the medieval garlic, signifies Charles throughout the coal seam. It Is sus- 
of the Unsafe Rasor, a most fitting pected that thla mineral carries tha 
name for this tabasco kinsman, precious metals The coke made from 
Charles earn* to Joanna and besought tha coal la used In the smelting 
her to choose the weapon by which works, and avaragae from one to two I upon, 
he ahould make her a widow so aha pennyweights of gold per ton.' which j cousin, 
could marry him. Is sufficient to compensate for a high Jrlad him. 

“Go shave thyself." Joanna bade aah content, 
him. ecernfully. *3 like not thy keen There has been a similar occur- 
ways any battar than Hungary Andy's rence In South Africa. The coal oe- | murder, 
ribald chatter." curved In small aaama 

That made Charles mad, and ha ha- through the quartette ore. 
gan to buddy round with Andy Just plaoee wa# quite rich la gold, the ash I good man. 

for spite. And oeefuff that he eoutd being eelerud a bright purple by. the If- : 

never win Joe a an. ha had her little finely ^divided particles of mejal. of her. 


a rope that baa Deen cuuuuu 

cealed In the spaghetti, and tossed moet an Invalid tq start wlth^havlng 
from the window. 

Charles of Duraxso. who Wncw all • The Electric Ovttl. 
about tha murder, but had bad no 

hand In It. eat down and wrote the jT ia said. that One great advantage 
if Hungary. Andy's brother, and x that tha electrie oven has over 
him off to tha lynching. other ovena la that food in fooktag 

lqs, darned by events, felt the loses little of Its weight In an ad- 
f some manly shoulder to weep drees before an electric aaeoalaflea 
so aha up And found another an expert stated that careful expert - 
Louls of Taranto, and mar- meats have -shown that when meat is 

The King. of Hungary, ao- cooked In the ordinary coal or gaa 

cepttng Charles' tip. started at once raaga it . loses from a quarter, to a 
for Naples, to avenge hla brother's third of Its weight, whereas it loses 

and Louis made a only from a tenth to a seventh, when 

runnlnk I hasty exit for Avignon, to hide be.- « In oooked by -electricity. The sav.J 

and in Mad tha Pope's petticoats, and that irg *y • tha eleetrip process .ovar- tha. mates his . preferenoi 
1 zu-3. looking at Joanna’s baapU- .nanltn of th. gaa aud coal processes '&£££? * 

fat face, oesld believe noth lag wreag amount* t* n pound end ahull- Ja a £ ptutMl the orgnb 

nine-pound leg of lamb, 01 effects of faUgu* 


ground at the ruts of about fifty foot 
a second, while the kangaroo eovera 
from ten to fourteen feel a second 
Tho tortoise in vary alow. One five 
inches In length covers but half aa 
Inch, in a second. 




